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1916—May the year bring peace 
to blood-stained Europe, a purer 
love of God to all believing Chris- 
tians, and faith to the nations in 
darkness! May it fill to over- 
flowing with graces and signal 
blessings the souls of our readers, 
especially those whom Maryknoll 
claims as friends! 


t 'k 


ON’T you know us? Well, 

we thought you might like a 
change at our expense. So we 
bought a coat for this new year 
and we are giving you the bene- 
fit of it. 

If it is plain but pleasing, it 
expresses what Maryknoll aims at 
habitually. The man who de- 
signed it decided wisely not to 
send us a bill, but the maker is 
as poor as we are and we have to 
settle with him every month. 

This means that you must ‘come 
right up’ at the beginning of the 
year with another subscriber be- 
sides yourself. We like you and 
we wish to meet your friend. He 
may turn out to be a better friend 
to us than you are. And if he 
does, you will be glad that you 
introduced us. 


Cub wwhy bh 


| price 50 Cents a Year 
Twelve | Issues Yearly 


\ JITH newspapers blackened 

by war headlines and photo- 
graphs from the front, the aver- 
age American still fails to realize 
even to a small degree the present 
misery in Europe. How slim, 
then, seem the chances for re- 
mote Catholic missions to draw 
attention and help! 

And yet there are _ hearts, 
softened by the love of souls, that 
respond steadily and generously 
to the cry from afar. May their 
number increase greatly in 1916! 

. 

S the tide falls on one shore, 

it rises on the other. We are 
daily in receipt of discouraging 
reports about the diminished sup- 
ply of missioners and the dry- 
ing-up of sources, yet already the 
watchful Providence of God is 
evident. 

A friend in Holland, the su- 
perior of a foreign mission pre- 
paratory college, writes: 

The number of vocations here is 
certainly remarkable, especially this 
year. If at our apostolic school we 
had more room, we could easily have 
accepted twenty more promising can- 
didates. 

The letter continues: 

I tell our boys sometimes that they 
ought to pray for their American con- 
fréres and for the growth and de- 
velopment of the Maryknoll Society. 
At present it seems more than ever 
urgent that America should take a 
bigger part in the foreign mission 
work, not only by sending money but 
by sending men. 

Have you heard that practically all 
the Jesuit Fathers of the Archdiocese 
of Bombay (120) have been interned? 
It was rumored around here and if 
true, it would mean the ruin of a 
splendid mission. 
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All over the world the missions are 
suffering deplorably. So “cheer up!” 
There is plenty of scope and you can- 
not ever hope to supply the demand 
for more men, especially for Ameri- 
cans. 


St. Gregory says that the Most High 
God regards zeal for souls with more 
favor than any oblation we can offer 
Him. 


HE new year marks an im- 
portant period in our life at 
Maryknoll, where development is 
constant along many lines. Among 
several problems to be met, the 
housing of our Vénard Prepara- 
tory School is not the least serious. 
It will be hardly possible to pro- 
vide accommodation for the stu- 
dents jn our present buildings 
here, and besides, they are due 
back in their birthplace over in 
Pennsylvania. 

Then there is the big question of 
our future field of labor. This 
should be settled, or it should be 
well on towards settlement, before 
the 1916 calendar is out of date. 
Our young Society will count at 
least ten or twelve priests in less 
than two years, and some of them 
will be looking over steamship 
folders not long afterwards. To 
what part of the vineyard shall 
we be assigned? This question, 
often asked by our interested 
friends and patrons, must be 
answered one of these days. 

And, last but not least, there are 
our good Teresians. We have not 
said much about them in the past, 
but we now confess that we might 
have starved to death or been 
thrown into the rag-bag, if it were 
not for these women who are con- 
secrating their strength of soul and 
body to our work. 

You would not have read this 
paper, had it not been addressed, 
tolded, and patted on the back by 
the hand of some one of the faith- 
ful band at St. Teresa’s. Theirs 
is the touch that brings the gasp 
from hardened hearts, loosens 
tight purse-strings, and is slowly 
but surely sending Maryknoll cur- 
rents through the country. 

This is the second and last year 
of their novitiate under a little 


group of trained religious, Sister- 
Servants of the Immaculate Heart 
of Mary. Hence their form of 
organization must be determined 
and the scope of their work clearly 
defined, if possible. They, too, are 
growing, and occasionally the 
question bobs up: How long will 
their present house contain the 
Teresians ? 


These, then, are some of our 
1916 problems. If you remark 
that we have not mentioned our 
honest debts, please understand 
that we admire honesty, as we do 
all other natural virtues, but we 
have greater admiration for the 
supernatural virtues, which will 
enable us to turn an honest debt 
into an honest dollar. 

But these supernatural virtues 
require grace, and here is where 
we need your prayers, dear reader. 
So give us a Pater and an Ave 
while we are in your mind, be- 
cause you will soon be thinking of 
something else. 


This brings us to a particular 
request for prayers from those of 
our friends who appreciate the 
value and necessity of God’s 
special aid for such a work as 
ours. We ask such friends to 
note what is said under the head- 
ing “ Apostles’ Aid,” on page II. 




















Perhaps this seal will remind you 
that our work can be advanced by a 
provision in your will or in that of 
some one who seeks your advice on 
such matters. 

Our legal title is: 
CATHOLIC FOREIGN MISSION SO- 
CIETY OF AMERICA, INC. 


Under Our Blushes. 


I love the dear little paper. 
The best little paper on earth. 


We all wish it would come twice a 
month, 





Your paper ought to get a blue 
ribbon. ~ 

I can truly say THe Fretp AFAR is 
the best paper I read. I do not know 
what I should do without it. 








I’m glad of the cheerful spirit that 
pervades your paper. It does me good 
and it must do others good. 





At first I welcomed Tuer Fietp AFAR 
as I would a well-loved book, though, 
unlike a familiar book, it had always 
something new in it. Now it has be- 
come a real friend. 





I do enjoy THe Fretp Arar. I want 
to read every line of it, but after I 
have finished, I wish I were worth 
something, so that I could give all the 
help I would like to give. 





To say that THe Frerp Arar is a 
welcome guest in the home of every 
missioner, to say that it brings light 
and encouragement and humor in its 
train, is to say about the most modest 
thing I can think of in regard to your 
incomparable little monthly. It reads 
like an apostolic Punch! (From 
Uganda.) 





THe Frerp Arar arrives regularly 
but some weeks it takes a month to 
come and other times it wants from 
forty to fifty days to reach here. I 
suppose the censor gets so interested 
when he searches its pockets, that he 
can’t give it up. I take passages from 
it daily for Spiritual Reading and am 
improving in virtue. (From Fr. P. 
Rogan, B. E. Africa.) 





I might say many good things about 
your valiant little paper, but as I 
should surely fall short of the truth, 
I refrain. The last numbers came to 
me adorned with the censor’s stamp. 
If this gentleman has a grain of humor 
in him, I am certain that when the end 
of the war deprives him of his job, 
he will not fail to subscribe to THE 
Fretp Arar. (From Burma.) 





One Year’s Associate Membership 
in the Catholic Foreign Mission Society 
can be secured for the living or the 
dead by offering fifty cents. If a dol- 
lar is sent, it will include a subscription 
to THe Frietp Arar, sent to any ad- 
dress. 
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A New Butse. 


GAIN the unexpected happens. 
t\ At Maryknoll the announce- 
ment of a new burse has an effect 
somewhat akin to that produced 
by the arrival of a new baby in 
the family. It thrills the commun- 
ity and it brings special joy to 
the round-shouldered father at the 
Knoll. For him it does not mean 
another mouth to feed but the 
feed for another mouth. 

This new burse, which will 
be known to posterity as Our 
Lady of the Miraculous Medal 
Burse, came to us through the 
kind offices of a priest. {t is the 
gift of a benefactress in Pennsyl- 
vania who sent a check for five 
thousand dollars with the simple 
request for an occasional remem- 
brance in prayer. 

“God is wonderful in His 
saints” and His Providence is no 
less wonderful in some who lay no 
claim to sanctity. May He sig- 
nally bless this benefactress, 
whose holy ambition is, we learn, 
that all her children may enter the 
service of God and whose great 
concern is that her left hand shall 
not know what her right hand 
does! 





By way of contrast, after read- 
ing this good woman’s letter and 
pinching ourselves as we scru- 
tinized the four figures on the left 
side of the dot, we picked up the 
next envelope, a dainty thing that 
carried embossed stationery and— 
a cubic inch of air. Our corre- 
spondent expressed her willingness 
to buy one or two kimonos from 
some Sisters of Charity in China 
if the address was provided, and 
her note wound up with the old 
song which some of the early 
disciples used to sing, until they 
learned better: 

“I don’t believe in 
foreign missions. 

“We have enough to 
do at home.” 





Talk Field Afar and Maryknoll 
until these words mean as much to 
your friends as they do to you. 











ST. STEPHEN, FIRST MARTYR. 




















HE St. Peter Claver Sodality 

for the African Missions has 
a valiant leader in Fr. J. P. Dono- 
van, C.M., of St. Louis. In a 
stirring address on the work, de- 
livered recently at the Cathedral, 
Fr. Donovan said: 


Do we stop to realize that the 
Church has not ceased to be apostolic? 
The duty laid upon her long ago to 
“go into the whole world and preach 
the Gospel to every creature” is not 
yet fulfilled; and judgment cannot 
come until “the Gospel of the King- 
dom has been practiced in the whole 
world for a testimony to all nations.” 

The principal theatre of the Church’s 
apostolic labors to-day is, of course, 
among the pagans and infidels afar 
off. And if we would see what the 
beauty of the infant Church must have 
been when the multitudes of believers 
had “but one heart and one soul” and 
when the faithful were “continuing 
with one accord in the temple and 
breaking bread from house to house,” 
we have but to turn to the Church 
in foreign mission fields. These newly 
converted people are the early Chris- 
tians of to-day. Association with them 
in spirit will contribute powerfully to- 
wards making us more worthy of the 
name of Christian. 


A Catholic Daily in China. 


 Sipessetrtaas daily has been 
P started in China. 
This news comes from’ Tientsin 
and our informant adds that the 
paper has been launched by a 
Catholic association, also that two 
thousand subscribers have already 
been secured. 

The journal is called The Social 
Welfare (Yih Shih Pao) and it is 
connected with a weekly, The 





Public Welfare (Kwang Yih 
Pao), which is edited by Fr. 
Lebbe. The weekly issue is 


designed especially for Catholics, 
but the daily paper will have for 
its principal object the presenta- 
tion of Catholic ideas to pagan 
minds. 





Don’t be wasteful! 

Gather tinfoil, but sell it to the junk- 
man or the postage will be too heavy. 

Collect old stamps, but wait until 
you have thousands and then notify us. 

Send along your odds and ends of 
Vanity Fair jewelry—so long as it is 
neither tin nor brass. 





R. FARMER, of Mill Hill’s 
preparatory college at Fresh- 
field, is not related to our Brother 
Hennery, but he likes Maryknoll 
and writes to us occasionally. The 
Fret>D AFAR reporter met him 
several times in England and 
found him always a happy Far- 
mer, whose spirit may be judged 
by this, his latest message: 


St. Joseph has been very good to us 
since the cost of living became so con- 
siderable over here. The conditions 
occasioned by the war have brought 
us a deal of unexpected help, and 
it is extremely encouraging to have 
the house full and all the mouths suf- 
ficiently full into the bargain. 

The recruiters are busy at present 
and seminaries are being visited as 
well as private houses. Two of these 
officials have been here to interview 
all of military age, but I am glad to 
say they did secure any recruits. 

Last week we sent Fr. McCabe* off 
with musical honors, the Peter Boy 
Band playing before the house as he 
left and while he passed in the train. 
We had cards from him yesterday 
from Paris. The party sails from 
Marseilles on the 2oth. 


*See page 6. 
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Clerical Note and Comment. 


[This department, which will 
appear occasionally, is made up of 
letters written by bishops and 
priests. We do not, as a rule, 
print the names of our corre- 
spondents, because almost invari- 
ably those who are interested in 
our work shun publicity.] 


Enclosed please find check for ten 
dollars, to help you put THe Fre.p 
AFAR in quarters that will be in a 
small measure, at least, worthy of it. 


Please do not strike my name from 
the subscription list of THe Frie.p 
Arar. If I have been negligent in pay- 
ing up, it is due to forgetfulness on 
my part. I never had any intention of 
dropping your bright little paper, and 
while my present position does not 
permit of my being more generous to 
your worthy cause, I hope within a 
short time to be able to contribute to- 
wards it as I would like. 


I am enclosing check for ten dollars. 
You may buy stone, sand, cement, 
bread, or a bone for the fellow in the 
armchair in the right-hand corner of 
page 172 in THe Fiecp Arar. Or if I 
haven’t taken a title to any of the land, 
you might reserve for me so many 
square feet of it; perhaps I could find 
my way there some day next spring, 
after the frost starts out of the ground, 
and then I could take it home with me, 
via my shoes. 





In obedience to the commands of 
the illustrious Mr. Hoki-Poki, I en- 
close a check for my subscription to 
Tue Frecp Arar. I also send five dol- 
lars for a land-slip—not land-slide, as 
it is too small. I wish to increase my 
property at the Knoll, as in the near 
future I intend to build a shack for 
my own private use when I visit the 
place. Kindly put all my land purchases 
in the same part of the farm and do 
not scatter them on the corners. 





Memory is the faculty by which we 
forget. Enclosed is a check for $8.45, 
results of the mite boxes in my school 
—the children’s offering of sacrifices. 

May I ask you to send me some 
more boxes? It is almost an insult 
to ask you. You have “such a won- 
derful way wid ye” in the bright and 
attractive Frecp Arar that I am sur- 
prised those boxes don’t of _their own 
accord march impudently into every 
school in the land and say, “ Weil, 
here I am. Now put me out if you 
can.” Vale! Macte virtute! 


P. S—Let us have another “ Rogan 
Limerick” soon. 


I am hoping to get together, before 
the end of the year, some thoughts for 
an article on the mission movement 
in our seminaries and incidentally in 
Catholic education generally. At 
present there is such a lack of world 
spirit among us that zeal for our own 
immediate works oftentimes degener- 
ates into bald naturalism. It is high 
time that we begin to put ourselves in 
a state of ‘preparedness’ by cultivating 
in a systematic manner ‘supernatural 
patriotism,’ another term for interest in 
the missions at home and abroad. The 
necessity of some such effort doesn’t 
seem to have as much as _ faintly 
dawned upon our educators as yet. 


Enclosed (it was enclosed before you 
anxiously tore it open) find an order 
for five dollars, to be used for pur- 
poses not designated by the donor. 
Here is what he designates—part pay- 
ment on a “self-commencer” for your 
4d, unless you are unwilling to spoil 
the looks of a good “ self-commencer ” 
by installing it on an oil-stove like 
a 4d. 

I have read your little paper with 
much interest and have often intended 
to send something, but the last number 
seemed more “touchy” than ever. If 
space permits, I would like to see this 
letter published in the next issue. If 
it is, I will show it to my pastor, who 
is ‘some donator’ himself and who may 
often be seen walking the main street 
of the town reading your paper. He 
takes chances just like that and enjoys 
THe Fietp Arar as I do. 

P. S. 4d, of course, is Henry’s last 
name. 


“It is one of my greatest 
pleasures to help your greatest of 
works even in a small way.” (A 
Boston priest.) 


Lovers of the Sacred Heart 
should be lovers of the missions. 
So thinks a priest in Philadelphia 
who writes: 

I am going to try to make THE 
Fiecp AFAR better known to my pro- 
moters of the Sacred Heart League. 
So send me ten copies each month. 
I understand that comes to four dol- 
lars; the other dollar is for sand or 
cement. 


A suggestion that might help us 
will be found in these lines from 
one of the ‘brethren’ over in 
Brooklyn: 


In cleaning up my desk this morn- 
ing, I found two communications from 


Foreign Mission Literature. 


On hand at Maryknoll, Ossining 
_O, N. Y., and for sale at these 
prices, prepaid: ~ $ 50 
é Ordinary, F 
The Field Afar { p eect A 1.00 
(One year’s subscription) 

A Modern Martyr (Life of BI. 
Theophane Vénard)..... ioe ie 
Stories from The Field Afar.... .60 
Field Afar Tales (Vol. II.).... .60 


An American Missionary (Fr. 
Judge, S.J., in Alaska)...... .60 


Thoughts from Modern Martyrs’ .35 


Lives of Twenty-Six Martyrs of 
MOMER: Sceaeswies san cee sees 1 


Life of Just de Breteniéres.... .60 
Théophane Vénard (in French). .60 
Pierre Chanel (in French)..... .60 
EN FRANCAIS 
Only two of the Maryknoll Publi- 
cations appear in French, but either 
is a bon marché. 


Théophane Vénard (Le Bienheur- 
eux—un Martyr du Tonkin) 
Price 50 cents, postage 10 cents 
Pierre Chanel (Le Bienheureux— 

un Martyr de Futuna) 
Price 50 cents, postage 10 cents 


If these two books are ordered to- 
gether, we will send both for One Dol- 
lar, postpaid. 
5cts.aset (16 subjects). 
25 cts. a hundred. 


, Io cts. a set (16 subjects). 
Post Cards} 50 cts. a hundred. 


Prayer Prints 1 








you, both of rather long standing. I 
presume you will say, “He does not 
clean his desk very often.” Too true! 
I regret that my subscription for THE 
Fietp Arar has been so long overdue. 
The other dollar is my mite for your 
new building. 


From Chicago, a city that hardly 
knows us—and from a priest— 
come these lines: 


You will allot me one thousand feet 
of land at Maryknoll and you are 
hereby appointed my agent for the 
management of this estate. As time 
goes on, I hope to extend its bound- 
aries, and if there is not enough for 
me to build a mansion on it, I hope at 
least that in the course of time it will 
so increase in value, by the help of 
your good management, that it will 
enable me to purchase a mansion in 
the skies. 
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The 30,000-Mile Poem. 
By Fr. Thomas Gavan Duffy. 











SPECTATORS ALONG THE ROUTE. 
(Photo sent by Fr. Aelen.) 


CEYLON. 


Some would have it that Adam 
Was driven out of Ceylon, 

When from Eden Jehovah bade him 
Take his wife and begone. 


Now Adam walked out very 
Slowly....To-day in a trice 

His sons take the railway and ferry 
Back into Paradise. 


The last you see of the mainland 
Is a waste of waterless plains; 

But soon as you enter Cain-land, 
It rains and rains and rains. 


As if the heavens were weeping 
Still at the fall of our race, 

And the storms were for ever sweeping 
And washing the blood-stained place. 


Vile snakes abound in the island, 
More deadly each than the last, 

Yet none, believe me, so vile and 
Deadly as he of the past. 


Moving his mountain of wrinkles, 
The elephant sports with the logs, 

And his naughty small eye twinkles, 
Keen as a mischievous dog’s. 


Close to the railway-siding 
He shuffles along on his pads, 

And the lad on the huge neck riding 
Is the proudest and safest of lads. 


I lent dull ears to the stories 

Of gems picked out of the brooks... 
But Ceylon has other glories— 

Her rubber-trees and her looks. 


The palm-leaves wave their verdure 
In forests here, not in groves; 
And the green grass offers pasture 

No longer to herds, but to droves. 


The sun shines down on the mountains, 
The hills glitter back at the sun; 

And the air is loud with fountains 
Singing to God as they run. 


God is praised of all nature 
In that fair isle, save men, 

Who still must worship the creature 
And eat that apple again. 


The reeking cow in the temple 
Yields here to Buddhic creed, 

Which lately gave an example 
Of making the Prophet bleed: 


Religious lootings and shootings 
Held the land in fear, 

Till sundry executings 
Renewed the atmosphere. 


And the self-sufficient Saxon 
Was sorry for poor Islam.... 

But did not put a tax on 
Buddhas from Birmingham. 


I traveled then to Kandy 
To see the native Sem, 

(And I declared it “dandy ”— 
Which was Greek, I hope, to them). 


Thence to the boat for China.... 
I hate to think of that boat, 
The most appalling liner 
Of any (I trust) afloat. 


I spent a fortnight upon it, 
Of which I refuse to tell.... 
A fall from Paradise-summit 
To the deepest depths of—well! 


But I did enjoy the Lascars 
(Who swabbed the mean deck-space), 
For the flame of their sunset whiskers 
Framing a midnight face; 


For all the world like a legion 
Of what you’d expect to find 

In that pitch-fork and sulphur region 
We had just now in mind. 


And oh! what a rapturous haven 
Penang appeared (through the rain), 
When after six nights or seven 
I came to earth again! 
(Maryknoll.) 





YOU’RE ON TIME, 
(Photo sent by Fr. Aelen.) 


FATHER! 


Some Reviews. 


HAT excellent little manual, 
the Short Catechism of 
Church History, has appeared in 
its sixteenth edition, with an issue 
of ten thousand copies. It sells 
for only twenty-five cents. The 
entire profit on the bookis devoted 
to foreign missions by the author, 
Msgr. Oechtering, Vicar-General 
of Fort Wayne, Ind., and Mary- 
knoll, we are happy to say, gets a 
share. 





We like to see the human smile 
on the faces of the saints. 
Thomas B. Reilly and the Paulist 
Press have combined to give us a 
St. Elizabeth of Hungary that we 
can love and understand without 
losing the sense of her lofty tower- 
ing above ourselves. 

The same Press vindicates the 
spirit of the Christian martyrs 
against the “ Martyrs according 
to Bernard Shaw.’ Now as a 
missionary enterprise, though we 
cannot yet boast any martyrs of 
our own, we profess a peculiar 
weakness for the Christian mar- 
tyrs; we agree that one is not 
aware “that the abuse of being 
martyred is becoming over-com- 
mon nowadays” in this country, 
and we congratulate the Paulist 
Press on its defense of the ideal. 





Dr. Walsh has always the il- 
luminating word. A new edition 
of The Popes and Science gives 
us the occasion of saying under 
his learned auspices what we have 
often whispered to ourselves. The 
earliest rays of science and edu- 
cation were shed upon America 
by the Catholic Church, by that 
Christian influence for which the 
missioners stood and stand—stood 
in the beginnings of the New 
World, stand in the awakening of 
the Orient. The Church con- 
quers, not to enslave, but to en- 
lighten. 

Dr. Walsh’s books foster the 
missionary spirit. Proud of the 
Church’s achievements in bygone 
generations, we grow confident of 
those to come “ yonder.” 
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We have received and ac- 
'Y knowledge with gratitude 
letters and photographs from the 
following missioners: 
AFRICA— 

Fr. Kerkhaff, Nagalama; 
Kakamega. 
INDO-CHINA— 

Very Rev. Fr. Cothonay, Lang-Son. 


KOREA— 
Fr. Ferrand, Fusan. 


Fr. Witlox, 





We are grateful 
from: 
AFRICA— 

Fr. Morris, Jinja. 


CHINA— 
Fr. Fraser, Taichowfu; Fr. Robert, 
Hongkong; Fr. Buch, Ningpo; Sr. 


O’Sullivan, Shanghai; Sr. Mary An- 
geline, Canton. 
INDIA— 

Bishop Eestermans, Lahore. 
INDO-CHINA— 

Bishop Gendreau, Hanoi; Fr. Mour- 


lanne, Ywegon. 


JAPAN— 
Bishop Combaz, Nagasaki. 


AFRICA. 


Fr. McCabe, of the English 
Foreign Mission Seminary (Mill 
Hill), has accompanied Bishop 
Biermans to Africa. When last 
heard from, he was sailing from 
Marseilles, France, in the vessel 
Gaika, bound for the danger zone. 

Fr. McCabe spent two years 
with us, through the courtesy of 
his Superior-General, and all who 
met him at Maryknoll, as well as 
at Scranton, where he passed some 
months, will recall his rosy, boyish 
face and his rather plump form. 
May the roses fade slowly—as 
fade they must—under the 
Uganda sun, and may the form 
withstand the banana diet as well 
as the banana peels! Above all, 
may the soul of this young priest 
never falter out on the firing line 
of the Upper Nile Vicariate, 
where armies, worse than those 
that now desolate Europe, move to 
the rhythm of the devil’s dance. 

We shall look forward to a 
record of Fr. McCabe’s_ ex- 
periences in and out of the jungle. 


for letters 


JAPAN. 

Last year eleven missioners 
left the diocese of Nagasaki for 
service in the French army. Only 
twenty remain at their posts and 
some of these are enfeebled by 
age and sickness. “ What should 
I do,” writes Bishop Combaz, “ if 
it were not for the Japanese 
priests?” 

BURMA. 

With apologies for his “new 
horror ”—the drawing opposite 
page 16—Fr. Mourlanne writes 
from Burma: 

I see that everywhere in China 
American missioners are awaited with 
impatience. And what of us? We are 
overrun by a host of American Bap- 
tists, who so far have had no little 
success. Our bishop, to console 
us, says that these men are working 
for us, and there is much truth in the 
statement. Their villages divide and 
subdivide from day to day into a va- 
riety of independent congregations, and 
if we could show them some Amer- 


“cc 


icans who are not Baptists, our task 


in bringing them into the Fold would 
be comparatively easy. And how much 
good we could do, if we were mure 
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numerous! The question of money, 
however important it may be, is only 
secondary. 

TONG-KING. 


Good land! This is what Fr. 
Cothonay, over in Tong-king, 
wants to buy, and he is looking for 
some one to help him out with the 
purchase. He writes: 

I have been sent to a wilderness 
to establish a diocese. There are so 
many heathen around me! How shall 
I convert them? Their hearts seem to 
be as hard as the rocks of their coun- 
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he tase te. 








FR. McCABE LEAVING MARYKNOLL IN JUNE, 


1914. 
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try. Practically our only chance is to 
give lands to the poorest of them and 
help them to live. Then they consent 
to study our religion. 

_ Only two miles from our seminary 
is an estate of about eighty acres. 
There are on it two thousand coffee- 
trees, just ‘planted, besides other fruit- 
ful trees. What an opportunity for 
me! I could establish there a village 
of Christians and from this the neigh- 
boring villages could be more easily 
evangelized. But where shall I find 
the seven hundred dollars necessary 
to buy the land? 

CIt was Fr. Cothonay who, after 
Cardinal Farley had welcomed us to 
New York, kindly offered us hospitality 
at Hawthorne. He was then prior of 
the little community of French priests 
who had spiritual care of several small 
parishes in the Harlem Vglley. We 
found shelter under his roof-tree and 
now we hope that some friend of his or 
of ours will heed his call from a far-off 
land.—Eb.] 


CHINA. 
A letter from Canton, China, 
dated November 2, states: 


Priests are still being recalled, and 
only the aged and the sick remain. 


The recruiting. examination is going - 


on even now. 


The Tientsin mission is in 
Northern China on the seacoast 
and is under the direction of the 
Vincentian Fathers. There are 
two million people in the vicariate 
and only about 40,000 are Chris- 
tians. But we notice by the 
latest report that more than 2,300 
adults were baptized last year and 
that in ten years the number of 
ga has been multiplied by 

ve. 


A Paris Seminary alumnus, Fr, 
Tour, writes that he has just 
finished giving a retreat in Latin 
to the Chinese priests of Hong- 
kong. He adds: 


I am really happy to contribute my 
mite for the good of the native clergy. 
This is-the second time I have had to 
preach to such, and two more retreats 
are scheduled for the next two months 
in Burma. The terrible events that 
are upsetting old Europe, have opened 
many an eye to the necessity of doing 
something more for the native priests. 
They will prove, in this respect, a 
costly but wholesome blessing. 


He cannot kindle others, who does 
not burn himself. — 


Fr, Fraser, in Taichowfu, writes 

the good news that he has com- 
pleted an addition to his church 
which will accommodate the rap- 
idly increasing number of con- 
verts. And he adds a plea for his 
greatest need: 
_ What I want now above all things 
is another priest or two to help me. 
Many are responding to the call of the 
motherland to defend her borders 
against invasion, and will no one come 
forward to defend the Church of God 
against the gates of hell? Let us not 
forget that more are dying daily in 
China than on the ‘battle-fields of 
Europe and to all appearances are lost 
eternally. Thirty-three thousand pa- 
gans die every day in China. Place 
their coffins one after another and you 
would have a line thirty-seven miles 
long! 


Bishop de Guébriant, of Kien- 
Tchang, writes: 

I receive and read with the greatest 
interest THE Fietp Arar, on the sub- 
scription list of which I have been 
most kindly placed. How is it possi- 
ble to have the apostolic vocation and 
not to shout for joy at seeing the 
great, new American Church, full to 
the brim of youth and hope, rise up 
in its turn and call upon its sons and 
send: them to the field afar! It is an 
honor for our old Society (Paris 
Foreign Missions) to have one of its 
men helping with this enterprise. I 
was desirous, so deep is my interest, 
of sending a little offering to Mary- 
knoll, until my eye lit upon a remark 
in THe Frecp Arar to the effect that 
the missioner’s mite is not accepted 
unless it be in the form of prayer. 
And so I rest satisfied with saying an 
occasional Mass for the prosperity and 
development of the new foundation. 


As ‘night-watch’ in a Shanghai 
hospital, Sr. O’Sullivan has some 
interesting experiences, a few of 
which she relates in the letter that 


follows: 

I wanted to write several times, but 
we had a very hot, damp summer, 
which, combined with my office of 
night-watchman, sapped all my energy. 
It was very difficult to sleep, and of 
course you understand that the chief 
business of a night-watchman is to 
sleep. The three ‘boys’ do it admira- 
bly, all the patients agree. Boys al- 
ways do. I have just routed one who 
was lying on the stairs, rolled in two 
blankets, and I have hammered another 
on the head with a pencil, to wake him 
out of his armchair. When you can’t 
sleep yourself, it is aggravating to see 
other people do so. You know how it 
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is. But with the live stock, beetles, 
flies, mosquitoes, etc., and all the time 
the Sisters snoring up-stairs in bed, 
Francika (my attendant) and I didn’t 
make much of a hand of it. 

In the chapel you’d think surely you 
would have peace. But I’ve had to 
come out of a rapture, to remove a crab 
who was making the Stations,—so I 
fancy from the noise. He didn’t want 
to get out, said he hadn’t finished, and 
hid under the legs of the benches. As 
he was a stranger, I didn’t try to lead 
him by the hand, but by a few judi- 
cious kicks I worked him to the open 
door. There he pretended he couldn’t 
go over the sill—from which you can 
easily see what a lying race those 
crabs are, for he had had to climb up 
six steps to get into the chapel at all. 
I did not bandy words with him in that 
holy place but presented a lead-pencil, 
which he mistook for my finger—I’m 
fatter than that and not yellow, nor 
green either! He promptly nipped it, 
whereupon I slung him across the 
veranda into the sugar-cane plot. But 
of course after that I was wide awake. 


Over a year ago the Francis- 
can Missionaries of Mary started 
a foundation in far-off Man- 
churia. The Superior of the 
little group, whom we had the 
pleasure of meeting in New York, 
writes thus of their interesting 


work: 

This wicked city is made up of inns 
where swarm thousands of men 
brought here by the desire of gaining 
a little money in trade. And how 
much sickness there is, the result: of 
uncleanliness, vice, opium or mor- 
phine! 

When a person is at the point of 
death, he is thrown out into the street, 
for it is rare that parents or children 
are cared for in China. Every morn- 
ing last winter we saw people frozen 
to death in the streets. But in sum- 
mer they do not die so quickly, some- 
times lingering for eight or ten days. 

A short time ago I found in our 
street a poor blind man who was at- 
tacked by quick consumption. I pro- 
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posed to have him carried into our 
yard. He consented and we began to 
pray to St. Anthony, that he might 
give us this soul. On the third day 
the sick man requested baptism and a 
few hours later he died. Before his 
death I asked him to send us other 
sufferers for whom we might obtain 
the same grace as for him, and in a 
week five came to us. But what wrecks 
of human beings they were! One, who 
died two days ago, was so consumed 
with vermin that we had to encircle 
him with a ring of quicklime in order 
to prevent these horrible creatures 
from penetrating everywhere. Just 
now we have a “ Teresa” who is dying 
after having broken away from her 
four husbands. 

It is in such cases that one lays his 
finger upon the infinite mercy of Our 


good God. What love for souls! If 
we did not look upon these sights from 
a supernatural point of view, we 
should flee from them, for they are 
more frightful than one who has not 
witnessed them, could believe. The 
filthy condition of these dying Chinese 
is not to be compared with that of 
the vilest animals. And under this 
rottenness there is a soul which God 
loves, which He purifies by the grace 
of baptism and which then goes 
straight to Heaven. 

The poor people die on the bare 
ground in our yard, since we have 
neither room nor bed for them. We 
ourselves are scarcely better lodged. 
When it rains, we have to eat our 
meals with umbrellas open—an expe- 
rience which, though not very conven- 
ient, is certainly amusing. 
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The Awakening of the 
Flemings. 


By Fr. John Wakefield. 


HE sea was calm and the pas- 
sengers of the steamship 
Persia were enjoying to the full 
the delightful weather which they 
had experienced almost from the 
moment they left San Francisco. 
The boat was a comfortable one, 
to the normal traveler at least, and 
neither Mrs. Fleming nor her 
daughter could find enough super- 
latives to express their appre- 
ciation of the voyage. 

Mrs. Fleming had just re- 
covered from a long illness and, 
assured that such a trip as she was 
taking would be of untold physical 
benefit, she had been persuaded to 
trust her young flock to the care 
of its fond father and had set out 
with her oldest daughter, Kath- 
leen, as her companion. Kathleen 
was a pupil at a convent school in 
Cincinnati, in which city the 
family resided. 

The Flemings ‘had money,’ but 
did not flash it. Judge Fleming 
was a serious, high-minded man 
whom everybody admired, the 
more because he was so com- 
pletely unaffected and so easily 
approached. Neither the Judge 
nor Mrs. Fleming had ever aspired 
to social prominence. Occa- ° 
sionally they accepted an invita- 
tion, when it was quite impossible 
to refuse without giving offense, 
and once in a great while the 
doors of their house were thrown 
open to receive guests, but the at- 
mosphere on such evenings always 
stifled them and they were re- 
lieved when these occasions were 
over. Mrs. Fleming had been so 
much preoccupied with the train- 
ing of her children that she had 
never become interested in any 
outside organizations, even re- 
ligious, although she was a strict 
Catholic and always responded 
generously to whatever appeals 
were made by her pastor. 





The Persia was already five 
days out from San Francisco and 
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the morrow would be Sunday. 
Mrs. Fleming and her daughter 
were wondering how they would 
spend the day. How strange it 
would seem to be up and around, 
and not to go to Mass! 

The mother recalled that there 
had been a clergyman on the 
wharf at San Francisco, a genial, 
smooth - faced, Roman - collared 
gentleman who had the appearance 
of being genuine and who was 
saying good-bye to a rather insig- 
nificant-looking little man with a 
long beard. Had she met the 
smaller man in Cincinnati, she 
would have thought him a, Russian 
rabbi, but now it suddenly dawned 
upon her that he, too, might be a 
Catholic priest, a foreign mis- 
sioner such as she had seen some- 
times in the church at home. 
She wondered what had become 
of him, and the next time Kath- 
leen appeared, after a game of 
shuffle-board, she asked the girl if 
she had noticed him among the 
passengers. 

Kathleen had indeed seen him, 
pacing the second-cabin deck every 
evening at dusk, evidently at 
prayer, and sometimes, while the 
sun was bright, reading what 
looked like a priest’s breviary. 
Anxious to satisfy her mother’s 
curiosity, she made further in- 
quiries and learned that the man 
whom she had observed was a 
priest, bound for Japan, the land 
of his adoption, and that he had 
been saying Mass daily at a very 
early hour, in a corner of the 
second cabin. She also discovered 
that their table-waiter, whose 
name was Jo Kaya, served the 
priest as altar-boy and hoped some 
day to be a priest himself. 

Mrs. Fleming lost no time in 
seeing the missioner, and that af- 
ternoon a notice appeared on the 
bulletin-board to the effect that 
any passengers who desired to at- 
tend a Catholic service Sunday 
morning, might assist at Mass in 
the first cabin at seven o'clock, 
also that arrangements would be 
made for them to receive Holy 
Communion. There were very 
few people at the Mass next day 





and fewer still at Communion, 
but the bearded Father offered the 
Holy Sacrifice for those who at- 
tended, and preached a short ser- 
mon on the “ Mission of the 
Apostles,” a sermon that Mrs. 
Fleming never forgot. 

From that day till the steamer 
reached Yokohama, Mrs. Fleming 
managed to see Fr. Landais every 
morning, and Kathleen, who was 
always present, asked so many 
questions that her mother had only 
to listen while the other two 
talked. It was learned that the 
missioner had left his native 
France twenty years before and 
had been assigned to the diocese 
of Osaka. In that long period he 
had never returned. When the 
world-war broke out, he was just 
beyond the age limit for conscrip- 
tion; otherwisé he might have 
gone back to serve in the army 
and perhaps die the death of a 
patriot, when he had dreamed of 
martyrdom. The war had hit the 
missions of Japan a severe blow. 
Young, zealous priests had been 
withdrawn and the supply of 
money from Europe had dwindled 
to an insignificant sum. The 
work of years was threatened with 
ruin and some one had to go out 
and beg. So the Bishop had sent 
Fr. Landais to the only country 
under the sun that seemed worth 
visiting for such a purpose. The 
little priest had been tempted, 
when in New York, to cross the 
ocean and see once more the land 
that he loved, but it was not nec- 
essary to do so and he could spare 
neither time nor money. When 
he was asked why he had taken 
second-class passage, he naively 
answered it was becatise his 
friends had insisted that the 
steerage was out of the question. 

Mrs. Fleming became deeply in- 
terested, but was somewhat taken 
aback one day to learn that Fr. 
Landais had been in Cincinnati 
and had preached in her parish 
church on a Sunday when she her- 
self must have been present, 
though probably too far back to 
catch anything more than the idea 
that a strange priest was asking 


for alms. On that occasion she 
had perhaps dropped a silver bit 
into the box as he passed, and 
then turned hastily to her prayer- 
book. She was quite ashamed to 
admit this seeming indifference 
and as it might make her new- 
found friend feel that his plea had 
been a weak one all along the line, 
she said nothing. 

Before the trip was over, Mrs. 
Fleming and Kathleen had learned 
something about Catholic missions 
and as the great steamer made its 
way through a maze of fishing- 
boats in the harbor of Yokohama, 
they began to realize that the same 
Jesus Whose Sacramental Pres- 
ence they were wont to enjoy at 
home, was waiting in this part of 
the world, too, for their adoration. 
They knew also that while Japan 
might provide for them curious 
experiences and pleasant memories 
of dainty people, quaint architec- 
tural effects,-and . charming 
scenery, they were likely to have 
other recollections more precious 
—of friends like Fr. Landais, who 
had given them the names and ad- 
dresses of bishops, priests, and 
nuns who would gladly welcome 
Catholic travelers from America. 





Fr. Landais, after expressing 
the hope that he would meet his 
new friends in Osaka, directed 
them to their hotel and took a 
rickshaw for the home of the 
Brothers of Mary, from whose 
house at Dayton, Ohio, he had 
brought messages and greetings. 
The two women, strangers in the 
strangest kind of land, felt as if 
they had lost a father as the priest 
departed, and while they relished 
the new sensations and enjoyed 
their observations at the hotel and 
on their walk through the city the 
next afternoon, they found them- 
selves, when on the third day they 
reached the great city of Tokyo, 
hungry for something homelike. 

They tried to locate the Cathe- 
dral, but no one seemed to direct 
them properly and only later did 
they learn that they should have 
have asked for the “French 
Church.” Then they determined 
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to look for the Convent of the 
Sacred Heart, about which Fr. 
Landais had often spoken. 











THE RICKSHAW IN JAPAN. 
(Sometimes called the pull-man car.) 
[Photo sent by Bishop Chatron.] 


They had the street and num- 
ber, and found the place without 
difficulty. It was the First Fri- 
day of the month, and even as 
they entered, they recognized the 
familiar strains of an O Salu- 
taris which they had heard at 
the convent in Cincinnati. The 
smell of incense that floated 
down the corridor from the open 
door of the chapel was like a 
breath from Heaven, and eagerly 
as a child runs to its returning 
parent, they hastened, unbidden, 
to the fragrance of the ointment 
of their enthroned Jesus. It was 
only after the Benediction was 
over and the tabernacle closed, 
that they realized how utterly un- 
ceremonious they had been. Mrs. 
Fleming was profuse in her apolo- 
gies to the little Japanese maid 
who had received them with a 
very pronounced courtesy and who 
had really been quite shocked to 
find herself saluting the door- 
knob. 

The Reverend Mother was 
called and Kathleen in a very few 
moments learned that this esti- 
mable lady had made her novitiate 
at Roehampton, England, with her 
own favorite nun, Mother Living- 
stone, of Cincinnati. Home 
seemed nearer then, although it 
gave her a start to see the file of 
pupils and to realize that most of 
them were Japanese girls and not 
Americans. Kathleen also dis- 
covered on this occasion that 
O-hi-o means in Japanese: How 
do you do? 


The next day the Flemings 
went to Mass at the convent, 
where they also breakfasted and 
planned for the day’s visiting. 
A week later, as they said good- 
bye to Tokyo, it was with a feel- 
ing that they were leaving home 
again. 





Osaka, another great city, was 
the next stop. They had wired 
ahead and Fr. Landais, who kindly 
met them at the station, directed 
them to the hotel best suited to 
their needs, and arranged for them 
to visit the Bishop on the follow- 
ing day. “He is a real Ameri- 
can,” the missioner added, “‘ and 
knows everybody in your country. 
He will look for you at his ‘palace’ 
towards four o’clock and I shall 
be there, too.” 

Mrs. Fleming had known her 
own archbishop from her child- 
hood and in his presence she had 
always felt quite at ease. But 
how she would find this French 
prelate, she did not know. She 
would be prepared for courtesies 
and careful speech, and Kathleen 
must talk some French to him, so 
as to let him see that she, was ac- 
quainted with his native tongue. 

They found the ‘palace’—a 
frame house of four rooms—and 
the Bishop, quite small of stature, 
smiled a genial welcome as he re- 
ceived their salutations. He spoke 
English much better than their 
Japanese guide and Kathleen for- 
got her French when the Bishop 
referred to himself as the “ poor, 
old boss.” 

He offered excuses for his 
limited reception-room and said 
he was glad they had not come 
when his priests were on retreat, 
because during such periods they 
swarmed into his home—twenty- 
four of them in normal times—and 
each needed at least four by eight 
feet for his sleeping body and his 
scanty belongings. “ But they are 
fine men,” added the Bishop, “and 
always happy to meet after a 
year’s absence. We have to 
crowd some when meal-time 
comes, but our missioners do not 
mind that, after eating alone for 


a year—and living on rice and 
dried fish at that. A piece of 
meat ‘looks good,’ as you Ameri- 
cans say, to a man with a healthy 
appetite who has not tasted such 
food for twelve months.” 

The Bishop had been in Cincin- 
nati. He remembered the names 
of several priests who had been 
kind to him and Mrs. Fleming was 
again surprised when she heard 
that her pastor was one of those 
who had been especially generous. 
This good priest, with all his pre- 
occupations—church, school, the 
weekly Bulletin, and all kinds of 
societies—took time to correspond 
every month with a foreign bishop 








OSAKA, 
(Rt. Rev. Jules Chatron, D.D.) 


LBE -BSISROP -. OF 


and found means to supply at 
least a few of his needs. More 
than that, when, a little later, they 
visited the Cathedral, an inspec- 
tion of the sacristy revealed the 
fact that the Tabernacle Society 
of Grandin Road, Cincinnati, had 
contributed no small portion of the 
vestments used by the Bishop and 
his priests. 

Mrs. Fleming and Kathleen 
talked much that night about the 
missions. They spoke of how 
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wonderful the Church is in her 
unity and how pleasant it was to 
find, so far away, links with all 
that was dear at home, but they 
thought it was a great pity that 
more American Catholics were 
not interested. Then suddenly 
Mrs. Fleming recalled that until a 
few days ago she had been as 
apathetic as any one else and that 
even yet she had confined her in- 
terest to mere words of praise. A 
little envelope went to the Bishop 
next day and a prayer ascended to 
Heaven. The Bishop _ smiled 
and said another prayer, and the 
angels whispered that 9ne more 
Catholic down there had dis- 
covered there are heathen souls 
to be saved. 





At Nagasaki the Bishop, whom 
they had promised Fr. Landais to 
visit, told them the story of the 
finding of the Christians and 
brought them to his seminary. 
This time it was the Bishop’s turn 
to be surprised, as one of a group 
of students passing at recreation, 
withdrew from his companions 
and made a profound bow to the 
ladies. It was Jo Kaya, their 
table-waiter on the Persia: Jo 
had studied privately for many 
years, in his spare time on ship- 
board, and now felt that he had 
reached the harbor of hope. 





The month among the islands of 
Japan passed all too quickly for 
the Flemings, who soon cast aside 
guides and _ guide-books and 
trusted to priests, brothers, and 
nuns along the way to tell them 
what was worth visiting. In every 
city they found friends among 
these self-exiled servants of God, 
friends whom they seemed to have 
known all their lives and whom 
they hoped to keep always in re- 
membrance. 

After a somewhat stormy re- 
turn passage across the Pacific, 
they reached home safely, and the 
Judge, as he looked fondly on his 
wife and listened to her animated 
description of their travels, re- 
marked that she seemed like a 
‘new woman.’ ‘I hope I am,” 


Mrs. Fleming answered, “ but not 
the kind you read about in the up- 
to-the-minute magazines. I feel 
as if I had a new mind and a new 
body. I am taller and can see 
outside of Ohio; my eyes are bet- 
ter and can sweep the oceans; and 
my heart, while it clings to home 
more lovingly than ever, beats with 
sympathy for the heathen world 
and for the brave missioners who 
are striving to convert it. As for 
Kathleen,—watch her or one of 
these days you will get a letter 
from some convent in the Far 
East, saying that she has de- 
veloped a special taste for yel- 
low—when there are white souls 
under it.” 

Maryknoll, January, 1916. 
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desired, provided the sum of fifty 
dollars is reached within two years 
from the date of the first payment. 














Apostles’ Aid. 
OR 1916 we shall need much 
of the ‘wherewithal,’ to buy, 
build, feed, clothe, shelter, pub- 
lish, etc., etc., etc., but we shall 
have even greater need of spiritual 
aid, light to guide and strength to 
enable us to carry burdens more 
or less heavy. 

Since we started, some hun- 
dreds of priests have given us an 
occasional Mass each year, while 
several thousands of religious 
women and interested laics of both 
sexes have offered for us and for 
the missions a rosary every Fri- 
day and Holy Communion once 
a month. This is what we refer 
to frequently in these columns as 
Apostles’ Aid, and to those among 
our readers who can pray for us 
as well as smile at our foolishness, 
we suggest it as a very necessary 
form of benefaction. 

Among the religious communi- 
ties already on our list of helpers 
are several Houses of the Good 
Shepherd, and from one in Penn- 
sylvania there came lately a dainty 





TO TRAIN AN APOSTLE. 


If you wish to establish, or to 
help establish, a free scholar- 
ship for the Seminary at Mary- 
knoll or for our Apostolic 
School, see page 16. 

















favor, with hand-painted chalice 
and Host, bearing this evidence of 
Apostles’ Aid: 


SPIRITUAL BOUQUET, 


Lilies Holy Communions 128 
Carnations Masses Heard 262 
Passion Flowers Stations of the Cross 169 
Roses Rosaries 316 
Smilax Hours of Labor 2,496 
Chrysanthemums Prayers 27,000 





We welcome with special grat- 
itude such assurance as the fol- 
lowing, which comes from a novi- 
tiate in New England: 

The first Sunday of the month is 
Retreat Sunday for us_and with it 
comes the privilege of Exposition of 
the Blessed Sacrament. We offer one 
of our hourly visits on these days for 
the foreign missions and we hope our 
little mite may be of some assistance. 


“TI have been ordained just 
lately,” writes a Franciscan Father 
in the Middle West, “‘ and though 
we get very few free intentions, 
I promise you three Masses, which 
I shall read for the welfare of 
Maryknoll as soon as_ possible. 
That’s all and the best I can do 
for the present.” 

We recorded last year nineteen 
Masses offered for our Seminary 
by priests in this country and we 
feel sure that we owe to such co- 
operation many blessings. 





To the list of missioners who have 
promised a Mass for our work, should 
be added the names of the following: 


AFRICA— 
Fr. Réttgering, Nyenga; Fr. Esvan, 


Ziguinchor; Fr. Schoemaker, Kampala; 
Fr. Morris, Jinja. 
CHINA— 


Bishop Landi, Lao-ho-kow; Fr. Wer- 
ner, Swatow; Fr. Tour, Hongkong, (3); 
Fr. Meunier, Hwang-hsien; Fr. Seys, 
Kung-ye-fu; Fr. Morel, Tientsin. 


INDIA— 

Fr. J. v. d. Besselaar, Valarpuram ; 
Fr. Aelen, Nellore; Fr. Grand, Phirangi- 
puram. 

INDO-CHINA— 

Fr. Mourlanne, Ywegon. 
KOREA— 

Bishop Mutel, Seoul. 
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H. E. Cardinal Farley at 
the Knoll. 
-—fgg ECEMBER news is 
; | now last year’s chron- 
icle, but the month 
was a memorable one 
at Maryknoll and we 
must record at least 
two important events. 

First of all, His 
Eminence Cardinal 
Farley came to see us and gave us 
four good, pleasant hours. He 
had been over in Tuxedo and after 
crossing the Hudson River at 
Nyack, he motored up from Tar- 
rytown with his genial secretary, 
Rev. Dr. Carroll, arriving just in 
time for lunch. 

We were pretty sure that His 
Eminence would come and that he 
would stay. for a bite, and so we 
made some preparations. Brother 
Hennery sharpened his axe, took 
a quick, silent trip to the duck- 
compound, and came back with 
blood on his hands,—and some 
birds. 

The writer is unable to recall 
any other eatables that were 
served on this occasion, but his 
impression is that there was no 
embarrassment of riches and that 
our eminent guest was just as well 
content not to be obliged to re- 
fuse numberless courses. There 
is a motto in our Seminary dining- 
room—Cibus Cibo Melior (Food 
is Better than Food)—and at the 
close of our simple meal His 
Eminence kindly gave the stu- 
dents food for the soul which 
they will treasure. 

The next move was to the 
breakfast-room (!), a seven by 
eleven apartment with a table that 
will hold twelve in two relays of 
six. (Can you figure it out?) 
When the side chairs are oc- 
cupied, there is no passage, and 
we had to place His Eminence 
at the foot of the table, so that the 
members of our faculty could be 
seated. After a cup of coffee 
(which was not grown at the 
Knoll), the party adjourned to the 
front steps, where the photographs 
that appear in this issue were 








taken, and it was then that our 
very badly behaved dog insisted 
on sharing the honors with His 
Eminence, in spite of warning 
glances from the secretary, Dr. 
Carroll. 

This was not the only affront 
that our fatherly Cardinal re- 
ceived on that day. Some of the 
faculty accompanied him on a 
walk about the property and 
(would you believe it?) as soon 
as His Eminence approached the 
duck-yard, the whole family—all 
that were left—deliberately turned 
their backs, wagged their tails, 
crossed the yard as far as the 
fence, and waited for the intruder 
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CARDINAL FARLEY DESCENDING 
THE STEPS OF THE SEMINARY. 


who had occasioned the loss of 
their kind, to pass. As the party 
started to go, His Eminence re- 
marked the blood-stained axe- 
blade sunk in a_ tree-stump 
near-by. 

Before Cardinal Farley left, 
the Teresians were honored with 
a visit and an inspection of the 
Field Afar Building was made. 
His Eminence, like all other vis- 
itors who see the new building, 
went away with a feeling that it 
is here to stay. It certainly is a 
chunky house, and if we live to 
see the day when its three stories 
are occupied, not by students, but 
by the clerical force of THE Fretp 
AFAR, we shall be ready to say 
our Nunc dimittis. 





The scarlet zucchetta of Car- 
dinal Farley had hardly disap- 
peared from view, when Bishop 
Foley’s arrival in Ossining was 
announced. At the same time 
came the Rev. Dr. Mitty, of the 
Seminary at Dunwoodie, whose 
kindness we have contracted the 
habit of abusing when ordinations 
are on, and who, because we lack 
such things, is always obliged to 
carry the crozier,—in a bag with 
other episcopal necessities. Dr. 
Mitty is Maryknoll’s Master-of- 
Ceremonies Extraordinary. On 
the train with our ecclesiastical vis- 
itors were the parents of our new 
priest, who had come from the 
hills of Cumberland, Md., to wit- 
ness the ordination of their son. 

The ceremonies took place the 
following morning in the Sem- 
inary Chapel of St. Paul, which, 
with priests, students, a few 
privileged laics, and half of the 
Teresians, was tried and found 
wanting—more space. James Ed- 
ward Walsh, of Cumberland, was 
made a priest on that memorable 
day, the eve of the Feast of the 
Immaculate Conception, and Ber- 
nard Francis Meyer, of Stuart, 
Iowa, was ordained subdeacon. 
Three others, Francis Xavier 
Ford, of Brooklyn, William Fran- 
cis O’Shea, of North Bergen, 
N. J., and Alphonse Stephen Vo- 
gel, of New York—all three 








JANUARY, I916 





Maryknoll pioneers—were ad- 
vanced to the minor orders of 
exorcist and acolyte. 

For those who had never wit- 
nessed an ordination, the scene 
was touching in the extreme; for 
all it was deeply impressive, and 
the words of congratulation that 
came from the heart of Bishop 
Foley, for whom we at Mary- 
knoll cherish a special affection, 
were treasured by his hearers. 
The new Fr. Walsh gave his first 
blessings after the Mass and 
among those who knelt before the 
young priest on this occasion was 
his pastor, Fr. Wunder, of the 
Baltimore diocese, who ‘had made 
the journey from Cumberland in 
order to be present at the ordi- 
nation. 

There were fifty-two people in 


$8 Grae: Te? ay? * 
(This group, taken on the Seminary steps at Maryknoll, includes, besides Cardinal Farley and his secretary, Rev. Dr. Carroll, 
five members of the faculty, most of the students, senior and junior, and two auxiliary brothers.) 
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our refectory at dinner that day, 
including the chaplain of Sing 
Sing, who often walks off his 
troubles by climbing our hills and 
without whose genial presence we 


‘should sense a vacant chair at any 


worth-while celebration. To pro- 
vide for fifty-two places, we had 
to knock down a partition, and 
now we are ready for more stu- 
dents than we thought we could 
accommodate. 

Please don’t ask how we fed 
our guests, who cooked the meal, 
and other foolish questions. 
Write to our good Teresians about 
such things and say that you heard 


the dinner was a success from 


soup to coffee. But don’t forget 
that it was you who settled for it, 
or who will have to do so when 
we get ready to square accounts. 


f Yad 3 (8D BONO RS 


WITH 


Just now we think of Bishop 
Foley’s characteristically dry re- 
marks on certain Orientals of his 
acquaintance. When these people 
run out of food, they move over 
to their neighbor’s house, and 
when the neighbor’s larder is ex- 
hausted, both families go to a 
third. Our trouble is that we 
have no neighbors. 

The Bishop left that afternoon 
in company with Fr. Caruana, of 
the Brooklyn diocese, an ex- 
Filipino-hunter for whom there 
is always a place set at Mary- 
knoll. The Bishop would have 
liked to stay in the quiet of our 
hills. “I feel,’ he told the writer 
in a whisper, “like a city loafer 
who has just found a soft spot 
and is told by a ‘cop’ to move on.” 
A bishop’s lot is not a happy one, 





er Ss EMINENCE. 
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especially when he has to go over 
the country with hat in hand, 
begging the alms necessary to 
carry on his work,—an occupation 
which the beggar-captain at 
Maryknoll might have had if Tue 
Frecp Arar did not exist. 

On the next day, Our Lady’s 
great feast, we saw our young 
priest as celebrant at Solemn High 
Mass. He was assisted by our 
first priest as deacon and by our 
new subdeacon, who, we will con- 
fide to our readers, was no other 
than—Brother Hennery of earlier 
days. 

And the Vénards, our chicks? 
Where were they all the time? 
Not far enough away to let any- 
thing of importance escape them. 
Their eyes were open every min- 
ute and impressions were sinking 
deep into their souls, bringing 
graces innumerable. For many 
this was their first glimpse of a 
cardinal and their first experience 
at an ordination. But they were 
inclined to take the principal 
honors of the latter occasion to 
themselves. Fr. Walsh was their 
prefect and belonged to them (in 
their eyes) rather than to the 
Seminary propet:.. “Fhey pre- 
sented him with a missal and with 
speeches that rendered the young 
Father speechless. They monop- 
olized his parents, until. the 
mother of their hero had to 
promise to send one or two more 
sons to Maryknoll, so that she 
could come again herself. There 
is doubt whether they have yet re- 
covered and we feel that it is just 
as well if they have not. 


Some of the Vénards were af- 
flicted with home-yearning as 
Christmas approached, but they 
all agreed that it would be a pity 
to miss a Maryknoll Midnight 
Mass. The mothers’ darlings 
were let loose after Christmas 
Day, and several of them were 
near enough to the home-base to 
touch it and return in time for 
classes on January 3rd. 

Bertin Ashness, from the Straits 
Settlements, made no attempt to 
pay a Christmas visit to his 


family and friends. Bertin has 
discovered that snow burns the 
hands and that a northwest wind 
in January can make one tremble, 
but our young Malaccan is too 
brown to get blue with cold and 
too brave to complain. So he 
walks into the open, bare-headed, 
shovels snow like a veteran, and 
skates as badly as many a born 
American. 

The Field Afar Building is 
now in the hands of the Vénard 
boys, and they are using it gently, 
because the material of which it 
is constructed, even the inside 
finish, is harder than their skulls. 
It is a shelter and a very com- 
fortable one, at least when our 
engineer is at home from the Os- 
sining ‘movies’ and on the job, but 
we have not yet had the time or 
the means to give it a home-touch. 
Fortunately the Vénard students 
either do not miss such an envi- 
ronment or, if they do, they act as 
genuine apostolic aspirants always 
should and ‘offer it up.’ 


The superior at Maryknoll 


rarely leaves the family for any 
length of time, because the bottle- 
stage is not yet over for the in- 
fant and some one must get the 
milk. Brother Hennery does his 
best to extract the last drop from 
the cows, but he can neither buy 
nor keep cows without ready cash, 
and to bring a shower of such to 
Maryknoll requires explosives pre- 
pared at the Field Afar Office, 
where the superior is needed. 

In the late fall, however, after 
several talks in and around Pitts- 
burgh, he managed to make a few 
visits. These included one to the 
Christian Brothers’ College at 
Manhattan, N. Y., where he ad- 
dressed the student body, one to 
the Sacred Heart Convent at 
Manhattanville, N. Y., where he 
spoke to the alumnae, a third to 
the Sacred Heart Convent at Eden 
Hall, Pa., where he found nuns 
and pupils interested to learn of 
Maryknoll, and a fourth to the 
novitiate of the Vincentian Fathers 
at Germantown, Pa., where he 
gladly told his story to the appre- 
ciative and zealous young novices. 








“SNAP?” 


THE LATEST 


OF THE MARYKNOLL OFFICES. 


(We do not need more sand and cement for this building, but we shall be glad 
to pay for what we have used and it is not too late for you to help us out,—if you 


are so inclined.) 
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Kindly Hands. 
FROM ACROSS THE CONTINENT. 


STATE GIFTS NEW 
SUBSCRIBERS 
California $75.10 16 
Colorado 3.00 I 
Connecticut 58.87 II 
District of Columbia 8.00 3 
Florida 3.00 I 
Idaho 1.00 
Illinois 32.50 2 
Indiana 1.00 I 
Iowa 203.00 2 
Kansas 1.25 3 
Louisiana 1.00 
Maine 19.00 10 
Maryland 30.35 7 
Massachusetts 549.14 64 
Michigan 12.00 2 
Minnesota 800 ¢ 1 
Missouri 8.00 6 
Montana 1.00 
Nebraska 9.00 
New Hampshire 23.00 I 
New Jersey 64.05 9 
New York 344.46 42 
North Dakota 6.00 
Ohio 20.41 22 
Oregon 3.00 
Pennsylvania 5,403.38 224 
Rhode Island 06.66 2 
South Dakota 1.00 I 
Tennessee I 
Texas 2.00 
Vermont 1.00 
Washington 2 
West Virginia 9.00 5 
Wisconsin 15.50 2 


FROM OTHER COUNTRIES. 


Bermuda $25.00 
Canada 1.14 I 
Cuba 5.00 
England I 
Ireland 25.00 3 
Nova Scotia 6.00 


THOUGHTFUL GIFTS. 


Cassocks from Rev. Friend, N. Y.; 
amices, table-cloth, and clothing from 
Rev. Friend, Mass.; clothing from 
Rev. Friend, Ill.; surplices, cincture, 
and white vestments from Srs. of 
Mercy, Westerly, R. I.; chalice, can- 
delabra, censer, cincture, and dalmatics 
from St. Peter’s Hospital, Albany, 
N. Y.; 2 boxes of cancelled stamps 
from St. Paul’s School, Brooklyn, 
N. Y.; green cope from M. M., Mass. ; 
wedding-ring from Mrs. J. R., Conn.; 
chain from S. B., Ohio; clothing from 
j.- Bj ave Xe box of cancelled stamps 
from G. Q., Conn.; package of can- 
celled stamps from A. S., Cal.; spoons 
and butter-knife from Friend. 





Don’t keep any one of our appeals 
very long, because another might 
overlap it and the accumulation would 
perhaps weary you of our impor- 
tunities. 


THE LAND. 
Total area at Maryknoll, 4,450,000 ft. 
Sold up to Jan. 1, 1916, 2,333,392 “ 


For purchase at 1 cent a 
foot, 2,116,608 “ 


SEND FOR A LAND-SLIP. 





How our exchanges can help 
us, is exemplified by the following 
letter, which was inspired by an 
article printed recently in several 
Catholic papers: 


A short time ago we read an account 
of the Seminary, given by a missioner 
from India. He spoke of the heavy 
debt on the land and mentioned cards 
by which it could be paid for at a cent 
a foot—or something of that sort. We 
decided to form a club of seven mem- 


- bers and each one promised to dispose 


of ten dollars’ worth. If you have any 
such cards, we will do our best to get 
at least fifty dollars for you. 


MITE BOXES. 


“Tf you think it worth while,” 
wrote a priest from up-State in 
early Advent, “send about two 
hundred mite boxes for Sunday 
next.” We sent them and will yet 
hear from them that they were 
well “ worth while.” 





We have never played pinochle, 
but we learn from a subscriber 
down in Connecticut that the 
game has possibilities in it. We 
quote from this man’s letter: 


I might mention that I had arranged 
with one of my particular friends, 
who, by the way, is trustee in the 
Baptist Church here, that when. we 
played our weekly game of pinochle, 
ten per cent. of the winnings (when we 
did win) were to find their way into 
the mite box, and he invariably came 
across. Another friend sold some 
razor hones, on which he made a profit 
of a dollar, and inasmuch as he did 
not want it, I suggested dropping it 
into the mite box. I then ordered 
some on my own hook and made an- 
other dollar, which also went in. 

These are merely suggestions of 
means to raise funds. They might 
apply in some quarters, but would not, 
of course, in others. However, among 
the several of us, we have raised the 
sum enclosed ($15) and we can only 
wish it were considerably increased. 


THE BREAD FUND. 


Patrons of St. Anthony supplied 
us last month with enough means 
to provide the Knoll bread-baskets 
for twenty days. This does not 
mean that we lived without a 
crust for the remaining portion 
of the month. 





“T don’t know what a Bread 
Foundation is,” writes a man from 
‘Pennsy,’ “but give credit to St. 
Anthony for the enclosed (twenty- 
five dollars).” 

This friend—he must be a good 
one—tells us that Maryknoll is en- 
titled to a “ University Degree in 
the Science of Gentle Persuasion.” 
In other words, we are high-class 
‘beggars,’ but our benefactor fears 
to say so. 

To get back to the Bread Foun- 
dation, it means the accumulation 
of a fund the yearly interest of 
which will supply bread for Mary- 
knoll. 








N your prayers please remember 
the souls of: 


Rev. Thos. F.O’Connor Mrs. Anne Costello 
Rev. Francis J. Hughes Mary Kenney 


Rev. Wn. S. Flynn James Ward 
Sr. M. Clotilda Anna M. Campbell 
Mary Ann Gallagher Elizabeth T. Walsh 


Mrs. Teresa McCarthy John Donahue 





Enrolled Lately in Perpetuity. 


Peter Doelger Mr. Miller 
Thos. J. Foley Pat’k & Ellen O’Sullivan 
John McMahon Susan Tomoney 











The Field Afar will be sent 
for oneyear to any one address: 


10 copies (12 issues) for $4.00 


25 “ 10.00 
50 “ “ 30,00 
oe .* * “ 40.00 








For those who would remem- 
ber Maryknoll in their wills, 
we print our legal title: 
CATHOLIC FOREIGN MISSION 


SOCIETY OF AMERICA, INCOR- 
PORATED. 
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About Students’ Burses. 


{A burse or foundation is a sum of money, the 
interest of which will support and educate, contin- 
uously, one of our students for the priesthood.) 
COMPLETED BURSES. 

Cardinal Farley Burse ,000. 
Sacred Heart Memorial Burse 5,000. 
John L. Boland Burse 000. 
Blessed Sacrament Burse 


*St. Willibrord Burse 
Providence Diocese Burse.... 


Queen of 


Mary, 
Burse 
O. L. of the Miraculous Medal 


PARTIALLY COMPLETED BURSES. 


Archbishop John J. Williams 
**$5,260.71 

Cheverus Centennial School 

Burse 
St. Teresa Burse 
All Souls Burse 
O. L. of Mt. Carmel Burse. .f1, 940. ‘41 
St. Joseph Burse 1,804.75 
Little Flower Burse 

Vénard) t 
A. M. D. G. Memorial Burse 1,503. 00 
St. Patrick Burse 1,082.2 
Holy Child Jesus Burse.... 
Father B. Burse 
Bl. Theophane Vénard Burse 

(for Vénard) 
O. L. of the Sacred Heart 

Burse 
Holy Ghost Burse 


St. Stephen Burse 

St. Anthony Burse 

St. Columba Burse 

St. Francis of Assisi Burse 
St. Francis Xavier Burse... 
Susan Entery Memorial Burse 
St. Lawrence Burse 


St. John the Baptist Burse 
St. Dominic Burse 
Precious Blood Burse 
All Saints Burse 
St. Rita Burse 
Curé of Ars Burse 
Fr. Chapon Memorial Burse 
O. L. of Mercy Burse 
Joan of Are Burse 
O. L. of Victory Burse 
St. Paul Burse 
Any burse or share in a burse may 
be donated, if desired, in memory of 
the deceased. 


Special Funds. 


— Mission Educational 
$1,300.00 
28.25 


*On hand but not operative. 
**$>5,000 on hand but not operative. 
¢$1,000 on hand but not operative. 


Franciscan Tertiaries in Chi- 
cago recently added five dollars to 
the burse of their patron. 


A Brooklyn friend writes: 


Here is one dollar for St. Patrick’s 
Burse, with the remark that it is a 
disgrace to the Irish of New York, not 
to mention the rest of the United 
States, that this burse is not yet com- 
pleted. 


Burse-building has caught not a 
few among our readers. “It isa 
fine idea,” writes one, “to let us, 
by even the smallest offering, 
share in the training of your 
apostles.” 


A burse that will probably not 
increase rapidly is one in memory 


oi Susan L. Emery, of Boston, the - 


gifted author of The Inner Life of 
the Soul. We were pleasantly 
surprised, therefore, to receive 
the following lines from a whole- 
souled Dominican nun in Ohio: 

Please find enclosed a check for two 
dollars, our mite towards the Susan 
L. Emery Burse. Miss Emery was a 
friend of mine for over thirty years. 
I knew her in Dorchester, Mass. I 
am glad of this opportunity, as we all 
appreciate The Inner Life of the Soul, 
written by her. 


Look at the burse list, select your 
favorite, and send for a few burse- 
cards. 


A Field Afar print inside and a 
Maryknoil seal on the flap of the 
envelope—this is the rule of an 
interested friend and one which 
can be followed without great 
expense. Prints are four for a 
cent and seals sell for ten cents a 
dozen. 

Even a Maryknoll post-card can 
be added at a trifling cost. The 
price is fifty cents a hundred. 





THE MARYKNOLL PIN. 
(Price twenty-five cents.) 

The Maryknoll Pin will find 
many wearers. It is unobtrusive, 
even somewhat mysterious, and al- 
ready a goodly number of our 
friends have expressed their de- 
sire to carry about with them the 
emblem so frequently seen at 








Maryknoll and on our publications. 





Mission Circles. 


aa. 


I 


HERE is a decided movement 
among our subscribers, here 
and there between the two oceans, 
to form small circles of friends 
interested in some phase of mis- 
sion activity. Already we have 
been asked to encourage several 
circles started during the past 
year and it has been a pleasure to 
do so. 

Most of them are made up of 
not more than twenty-five mem- 
bers and some have only three. 
At the meetings, which are 
usually held in the homes of mem- 
bers, correspondence with the mis- 
sion centre is read, supplemented 
by extracts from some publica- 
tion—book or paper—relating to 
the subject of Catholic missions. 
Circle members are classified as 
active and associate. Only the act- 
ive members are expected to at- 
tend the meetings and each of 
these represents a group of asso- 
ciates who are satisfied to contrib- 
ute a small offering periodically. 


Under the seal which appears 
above, we hope to print some 
interesting and inspiring news 
items from circles that already 
exist or will come into the light 
during 1916. This seal is a re- 
production from a design on the 
metal case that encloses our pre- 
cious relic of the True Cross—a 
gift to Maryknoll from the Bar- 
oness von Hoffmann, an Ameri- 
can lady who resides in Austria. 
We have prepared it especially 
for what will be known as the 
Maria Mission Circles, about 
which our readers will soon be in- 
formed. 

Correspondence may for the 
present be directed to 

The Circle Director, 
Maryknoll : Ossining, N. Y. 














